to an excellent memory, raised her far above the level
of the average "cultured" or "well-read" woman. But
she never betrayed a hint of this, even among her inti-
mates, unless she was absolutely driven to. I used to tell
her that the way she concealed her learning was pig-
headed, and that I didn't see the use of knowing so
much if she would not let anyone else profit by it.

But still she took pride in it when anyone discovered,
behind her taciturnity and passivity, the values within.
I know she was greatly pleased when my dear and
esteemed friend S. N. Behrman detected her well-
developed faculty from some chance remarks over din-
ner at the Behrmans', and used her help in writing a
New Yorker profile of me. She was proud as Punch
when Mr. Behrman praised her research, her selection
of facts, and her checking of mistakes in material. One
night while Mr. Behrman was working on the profile
her typewriter clattered all night: she did a long memo-
randum correcting or denying bogus stories invented
at haphazard and eagerly offered to Mr. Behrman and
The New Yorker by my so-called friends when they
heard that a profile of me was on the way. Wanda
found to her delight that Mr. Behrman accepted all of
her comments.

Here I make bold to point out something that has
long vexed me: of all the anecdotes and "witty" (though
more often feeble or merely malicious) remarks at-
tributed to me by the press and even in anthologies here

28 the first
